I had begun to weep from relief, fear, and the physical
reaction to the whole adventure.

In the dressing room stood a woman holding the coat
Father was to put on. He paid no attention to her, hut went
on rapidly blacking the rest of his face before the mirror.
After which he put on a curly black wig and stuck it down
with spirit gum.

"She's Gertie," he said out of the grotesque red mouth
he had quickly painted in the middle of the black face.
"She's my kid, Rose."

Rose did not move. She looked at me through the mirror
and I stared back at her. I had not been prepared for Rose.

A callboy went along the corridor calling, "Mr. Lawrence,
please!"

Father turned from the mirror, his make-up completed,
and thrust his arms into the evening coat Rose silently held
out for him. He jerked down his waistcoat, twitched his
white tie a fraction of an inch, and was gone.

Only then Rose turned to me, standing there gripping my
portmanteau and staring. "So you're Arthur's little girl,"
she said. "How old are you?"

"I'm thirteen," I said.

"You are! Well . . ." She looked me over appraisingly.
"There's not much of you, is there?"

Rose herself was what Granny would have called a fine
figure of a woman, which meant she had plenty of curves.
She had also, I noticed, very good ankles. Show girl, I
thought.

Rose told me I had better sit down because we would
have a long wait. A minstrel show wasn't like a play in
which the actors frequently left the stage for long periods.
Once the curtain was up, my father would remain on stage

53